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triumph of German arms that he was ever to see, when
the troops returned from the Franco-German War and
made their entry into Berlin. At the head of them rode
the new Emperor, and Prince William, now with an
assured seat, followed his father on a dappled horse.1
The next time that German armies returned in force to
Berlin it was not in the roar of triumph, and he was
not there to see that entry. But three times before he
was thirteen years old he had seen victories by blood and
iron snatch fresh territories for the Empire over which
he would one day rule, and on each occasion it had
been Bismarck who had been the architect of these
enlargements.

That gigantic figure was now well known to him and
heroic, but again and again he must have heard him
spoken of at his father's table with dropped words of
disparagement and dislike, or perhaps, when he was
mentioned, a silence fell, not hard to interpret. William
was a very sharp boy, and he noticed also how the
nationality of the domestic atmosphere varied. Some-
times his mother was truculently English, sometimes she
was as Prussian as anybody, but whichever was the
favoured nation, Bismarck was to both his parents a
sinister and untrusted figure. He was always very polite
to William's mother, but surely irony underlay his formal
courtesy, and the notion gradually formed itself in the
boy's head that he did not pay serious attention to her.
Sometimes she would argue with him, or she would
treat him with a sort of chaffing humour, or with aloof
dignity, but his demeanour was always the same : she
didn't matter. These impressions, a touch here, a
touch there, began to define themselves into permanent

1 William II, My Early Life, pp. 22, 23, 32, 47.